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preface 


We congratulate those who have been selected for special distinction | 
in this, our second annual Creative Writing Contest held in the Port Huron 
Junior College. We take pleasure in presenting their contrbutions in the 
school publication, to be known hereafter under its new title, Patterns. 


| The judges have based their opinions upon certain well known criteria. 
In each of the selections the central intention was clearly accomplished. 
In the short story, as well as in the essay, a central situation, convincing 
and life-like characters, and dialogue which was natural and which pro- 
moted the action contributed to the single total impression. In the poetry 
there were sufficient poetic device and compression to achieve a defi- 
nite effect. Needless to say, in each manuscript selected there were 
sensitivity to language and persuasive sincerity on the part of the writer. 


Sponsors and Judges: 


Blanche Redman 
Alton Reeves 
| David Vermetten 
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eiko 


robert lents 


The misty rain came down steadily. lt gathered in pools and ran in 
illuminated rivulets, washing the city clean. Trash swirled around the 
right foot of a young man sitting on the curb, as it traveled along the 
gutter. The young man watched dully as a scrap of red paper skittered 
around his shoe and on down the gutter. His face was a macabre mask, 
illuminated by the many neon signs that ran unbrokenly up and down 


nothin” you can do.” 


Paul seemed not to: hear; indeed, he seemed oblivious even to the 
hushed murmuring of the crowd gathered near by. His eyes continued 
to follow the piece of red paper as it floated on until it came to a halt 
against a mounting pile of scraps blocked by another shoe. This shoe 
was small and dainty, also red; it was on the foot of what had been a 
young and beautiful girl. She lay curiously crumpled, half in the gutter. 
"She loved those shoes," said Paul. "They matched her good dress." 


“What? What did he say, Mike? | can't understand him.” 


"Don't know, Ralph-san. He talk about shoes," said the little man 
standing beside the other. He wore a white apron and nervously wiped 
his hands on it as his slanted eyes glanced up the alley just as a police 
jeep turned into it. 


"Come on, Paul,” said Ralph. “There's nothin' to do now. Hell, boy, 
it’s over." He touched the seated man's shoulder, “She's just a-" 


"Shut up, Ralph." Paul said flatly, knocking the hand away. 


Two small blue-uniformed policemen elbowed their way through the 
crowd. The two men moved over to them, Mike beginning a rapid chat- 
ter in Japanese. ል minute later, after bowing quickly to the policemen, 
he turned to Ralph, "Paul-san must go to police station. They want to 
ask questions." And then more slowly, glancing at Paul, "Why you not 
tell him everything? Kore wa warui desu.” 


“You're right, Mike, this is bad. But it'd really tear hell out of him if 
| did.” He walked back toward Paul, then stopped and turned. “You 
comin' with us?” 


"No, | go back to work. Mama-san much mad. She say this bad for 
business." 


"You tell Mama-san to go to hell!” said Ralph disgustedly. "Tell her 
to bring her beer out here if she's so anxious to sell it." He turned and 
grasped Paul's arms. "Get up, Paul; here comes the ambulance. We 
gotta’ go down to the local clink, they've got some questions to ask." 


“Yah, yah,” said Paul almost absently as he stood up. His face which 
had been completely devoid of expression, suddenly screwed up as in 


pain. "Why? Why did that goddamned taxi have to hit her?” He hid 
his face in his hands sobbing, "Oh God...... God......” 


“Snap out of it, Paul!” said Ralph roughly, grabbing his shoulders, 
"She was just a Jap! She was no good, a-” 


“Goddamm you!” screamed Paul grabbing at Ralph's shirt. “Shut 
up! 1 loved her, can't you understand? | loved her! We were going to 
be married!” He turned away suddenly, sobbing, "Eiko......Eiko, oh God, 
why?” 

“Ok, ok, Paul,” said Ralph softly. “Let's go. The cops want us to go 
with them.” He turned to Mike who was walking back into the bar, “Are 
you sure you can't come with us, Mike? We'll need somebody who can 
talk to the cops. Can they talk English?” 


“Ok, Fcome,” said Mike, taking off his apron and handing it to one of 
the girls in the doorway of the bar. “To hell with Mama-san," he said 
grinning quickly. 

They squeezed slowly into the police jeep and remained silent as it 
moved off into the Tokyo traffic. 


Ralph looked at Paul and then turned to Mike saying, "Talk to him Mike. 
Make him see it." 


Mike looked uncomfortably at Ralph and then to Paul said, "I know 
her long time Paul-san, more long than you. She work at Cello two, 
maybe three years. She just like money, she a-” 


"Knock it off, Mike," said Paul not moving. Mike glanced at Ralph and 
shrugged. They said no more. 


When they reached police headquarters, they saw that the ambulance 
had just arrived at the morgue next to the station. Paul got out of the 
jeep and began running directly up the steps, but stopped and turned as 
the attendants took the body out of the ambulance. Suddenly a slightly 
built Japanese man rushed down the steps past Paul crying, "Eiko-san.... 
Eiko-san.......... " and threw himself across her body, sobbing brokenly. 


"Who is that?" asked Paul as though coming out of a dream. "Who is 
he, Ralph?” Ralph turned away. "Mike! Who is he?" cried Paul, 
suddenly in panic. 


Mike looked sadly at Paul and slowly, almost inaudibly murmured, 
“Her husband, Paul-san......her husband.” 


“Her husband?” gasped Paul incredulously, staggering back as though 
struck. “Oh, my God, her husband?” 


the rumble 
edward ely 


As the night grew more chilly, Dave pulled his black leather jacket up 
around his neck so that the upturned collar coldly ruffled his duck tail. 
He was proud of that haircut; he was proud of that black leather jacket. 
He knew they were symbols of a much-feared man, a big man. ል man 
too big for even the army to tame. Yes sir, when people saw those sym- 
bols, waves of fear ran through their bodies. 


He was feeling good tonight, standing under the smoky street light 
outside the drugstore. The other guys ought to be showing up soon. He 
kept wondering about Jim. His younger brother, Jim, was fifteen. Jim 
was always kind of nervous about handling a knife, or fighting at all, 
for that matter. But give him time; Jim would come ‘around. Tonight 
might be just the night for him to show himself. After all, he was Dave's 
brother, wasn't he? 


Say, where were those guys? They should'a been here long ago. 
Dave's thoughts wandered again. "Maybe it was because Jim hadn't 
been through enough. After all, he wasn't even old enough to quit 
school. He'd never been kicked out of the army; he'd never even been 
in jail! Dave had seen to that. Dave knew all the tricks about getting 
away from cops. Yes sir, old Dave could teach little Jimmy that much...." 


“It’s about time you guys got here. Where the hell were ya?” 
"Hi, Dave." 

"Say Chico -- Jim, Mick." 

"Where's Frank?" asked Jim. 


"| told him we didn't need him any more--now that you're with us--and 
not to come tonight." 


"Ya shouldn't 'a done that, Dave," blurted Jim. 
“Why not? Four's as many as they got, and you're as good as Frank..." 


"Yeah. Maybe so, but just the same, | don't like this rumble business; 
hittin' a liquor store or a candy shop maybe, but this fightin's not..." 


"Forget it; you're just nervous. You ain't gonna chicken out now, any- 
way. Chico, you got your blade this time?" 


Chico pulled out a black, heavy-handled jacknife that looked like the 
kind you could buy in any dime store. Only this one had a button on it. 
When Chico pushed this button, a formidably shiny, dangerous looking, 
spring-loaded blade shot viciously outward. The flash of the blade under 
the street light was rivaled only by the gleam in Chico's eye. 


"Okay, okay, we know you're good. You'll get a chance to show us 
later. Well, well, you've got your pipe, Mick; let's see you use it this time. 


'^ We got no place for a chicken around here, and you didn't look too good 
last time.” 


"Dave, l...." 


"Okay, Jim, where's yours?" 
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"Dave, l.... 
“C'mon man, you're gonna have to use it sometime, let's see it." 
"Dave, | haven't got it. | just...” 


"| figured you'd pull somethin’ like that. You gotta stiffen up, man. 
You'll never prove yourself that way. | brought my switch-blade. Here, 
take it. This blackjack's good enough for me." 


"But Dave, Ll..." ጋ = ሽ 8 
"| said, ‘take ዘ.“ 
"Yeah, Dave, okay; | just didn't feel like..." 


"Hell, that's okay. You just don't catch on quick enough, that's. all. 
C'mon, let's cut.” 


As they walked down the dimly lighted street, Dave noticed, especially, 
the people stepping nervously out of the way of the tight little group. 
They walked the length of the block, crossing the little paved side street, 
walked on, down to the middle of the next block, past Dermicelli's Bakery 
and the Rainbow Bar. Just past the Rainbow Bar was a dimly lit alley, 
which ran past the back door of the bar, and separated the beer joint 
from Sarmon's Cleaners. They turned into the alley. 


Dave slowed his pace now that he was off the comparatively brightly 
lit street. They walked past the noisy steam outlet at the side of the 
cleaners’. As they emerged slowly into the light emitted smokily from 
the back door of the Rainbow Bar, they saw the other gang. 


Dave felt a slight twinge of fear running up and down his body, but 
he braced himself against this. He had been through this before and 
knew that the fear meant nothing. He would disregard it, as he had 
done many times before. As they stopped, he glanced over at Jim, who, 
despite the chilly blast of wind rushing occasionally down through the 
alley, had tiny specks of sweat forming on his forehead. 


Dave knew how his brother felt, but he also knew that he would over- 
come his fear at the crucial, important moment. Jim could be like the 
rest. He just had to overcome that initial fear. Dave glanced at Mick 
and knew that Mick had felt the same way too. But Mick had been 
through this before, as had Chico, who was already palming his untrig- 
gered switch-blade, a deep, sharp gleam forming already in each of his 
black eyes. 


The two groups converged upon a mutually-known point, stalking each 
- other nervously, eying each other cautiously, pairing off individually. To 
the background of muffled laughter and conversation, coming from the 


bar next door, home-made blackjacks rattled; switch-blades clicked; and 
nervous eyes cautiously peered into nervous eyes, searching, waiting for 
the flash that revealed that moment of decision, the point of no return. 


Dave suddenly braced himself, knowing that moment had come, 
dodging that first wild lunge of his opponent. As he prepared to strike 
back, the lead-filled pipe took an unexpected back-swing, jabbing him 
painfully in the ribs. Before he had time to loosen his own blow, he 
caught another, sharply, on his left shoulder. Dave ignored the pain 
from this blow, and quickly acted in the wake of it. His own blow laid 
on the other's neck, slowing him, stunning him, long enough for Dave 
to grab his pipe. With his left hand staying the other's lead-filled pipe, 
Dave struck two more violent blows at the same spot on his neck. Hav- 
ing stunned his man, Dave stole a quick glance around his left shoulder, 
where he knew Jim would be fighting. 


But Jim was not fighting. He was just standing there! The sweat on 
his forehead was now forming in heavy droplets. His eyes were not 
searching, cautiously, those of his opponent, but were wild with fear. 
His face was twisted with fear. 


The young hood fighting Jim was being cautious of this very evident 
fear. But he would soon make his move. He stalked, slowly, cautious- 
ly, watchfully. Finally he feigned to distract Jim, and Dave waited for 
the move he knew would come. At that moment, Jim was still staring 
blankly at the hood's face. 


Jim didn't move. Dave's eyes fell swiftly upon the hood's knife. Dave 
saw in an instant what was going to happen. Yet he could not move to 
aid his young, fear-stricken brother. 


For a moment, he could only see that knife, penetrating, cutting, ripp- 
ing, always moving deeper. That knife! Why did it have to be Jim? 
That knife! Sliiting, tearing, always penetrating. Why didn't Jim fight 
back? 


Jim: staggered, started to buckle, and grabbed his assailant with his 
right hand. The other hand groped for the wall, somewhere behind him. 
The hood became frightened. Warm, thick spurts of blood were trickling 
down his hand, which was still grasping the knife. He shoved Jim back- 
ward, seeing the blood that he had felt on his hand, staring at the knife 
left in Jim’s stomach, fright racing through his mind. The hood stum- 
bled backward, took one more look at the knife, and ran. 


Jim staggered back to the wall, leaning against it, his eyes catching 
Dave’s. Dave knew, at that instant that Jim was staring right through 
him, half-angrily, yet half-pleadingly, beckoning to him. Yet Dave 
could not move. The others had stopped fighting, and in fear, had be- 
gun to run down the alley. But Dave didn’t even notice them; he didn’t 
care about them; all he could see was that knife and those pleading eyes. 
Jim had his quivering hand now, on the dripping knife, and, staring at 
Dave all the while, he pulled the knife out slowly, carefully, without any 
sound of pain. Yet those eyes revealed so much pain! Jim wavered 


there for an instant, the bloody knife in his hand, with that curious, ap- 
pealing stare. Still Dave could not move. 


Jim staggered, dropped the knife, and grasped the wall. Dave did 
not make a move to help him. The younger boy then pleadingly groped 
for Dave, staggered, buckled, and folded to the concrete. He lay there, 
a viciously writhing body, the open palm of his hand, red with his own 
blood. 


Dave, his self-confidence failing, walked slowly, nervously over to the 
injured animal. He still did not touch Jim, but stood over him. He did 
not know what to say or do. The others had all run out. He could not 
leave his own brother. 

"Jim-? What d'ya want me to do? Is it real bad? Jim, you should'a 


fought back. You just stood there. You were scared, Jim, just plain 
chicken! Jim? Oh, Godl Jim!” 


mind vs. science 


levant smith 


A condemned man leaves his cell only once. Yet, John Bates walked 
along the corridors, with the guard, towards the Warden's office—an al- 
most-unheard-of thing for a man living his last days in the Death-Row. 
John was a tall muscular man, a perfect picture of an athlete. His age 
was betrayed only by his greying temples. His face was full of tension; 
pale, lips set in a thin white line, eyes staring blankly ahead. His head 
and powerful shoulders sagged, possibly from the guilt which weighed 
heavily upon him. The clang of the heavy steel doors sounded like the 
gates-of-hell snapping at his heels. John almost jumped as the wooden 
door to the Warden's office shut. Its clack sounded like a switch being 
thrown, to the electric choir. 


"Good morning, Dr. Bates," the Warden greeted. "Sit down, please. 
Cigarette?" 


"Thank you," John said as he almost collapsed into the chair. The 
Warden held the light; John took a deep breath, and then let out the re- 
freshing smoke in a long sigh. 


The Warden began to pace back and forth. "The Governor and | have 
been looking over your record and we both feel that you are the man we 
have been looking for." 


"| am guilty! VIl die tomorrow for this guilt. So you see | could not 
possibly —." 


"| was hoping that you wouldn't feel this way," the Warden interrupt- 
ed. "But since you feel this way | appeal to the scientist in you. The 
government laboratories in Fenton City are experimenting with body- 
regeneration. 5ሃ placing a person in suspended-animation, and elec- 
tronically controlling the organ functions in the body, minimum life can 
be maintained. |t is hoped that, in this relaxed condition, the body will 
renew itself." 


"| have heard of the project." 


"Then 1 needn't explain further. They need someone for this experi- 
ment. ል guinea-pig, so to speak. Someone who is intelligent, who can 
understand the project, and who is in good physical condition. You are 
a doctor of science, and your record shows you to be in excellent physical 
condition. There is a chance that you may die, or receive physical in- 
jury. Could you submit yourself with this in mind?" 


"| don't want to die, but | don't think that I could stand living any long- 


er." 

The Warden sat down behind his large desk and lit a cigarette. "Please 
think how this would advance science. We wouldn't just be grafting 
useless heads on dogs. We will be forty years ahead of the rest of the 


world. Furthermore, the Governor has promised you a pardon if you 
will participate." 


“ል pardon would be worse punishment than death!” John's shoulders 
sagged a little more. 


"Will you accept then - if only for the scientific value of the project? 
| don't like to rush you, Dr. Bates, but if you are to be the —— the one, 
then the project must start on or before your —— before tomorrow." 


John stood, stubbing out his cigarette. “I will accept, only because of 
the project's aid to science." 


"Good! You will leave immediately, by train. You should be there 
early tomorrow." The Warden came around the desk and shook John's 
hand. “Good luck!” 


John walked from the office, his back just a little straighter. His lips 
parted, almost in a smile. 
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John had slept well on the train. Only once had his sleep been dis- 
turbed by the dream. He had sat up in bed shouting, "Die! Please die! 
You're dying too slowly, Joan!” He glanced at the guard, who had been 
asleep in the chair, and then involuntarily wiped from his hands the 
blood that was not there. 


Now, as he and the project director, Dr. Swift, walked about the lab- 
oratory, John thought only of this experiment and its possibilities. The 
nightmarish ordeal of the last three weeks, while he awaited justice, was 
for the moment out of his mind. 


"This electronic brain will control your body functions for you during 
the test period.” Dr. Swift indicated a large, complicated machine cover- 
ing one of the room's walls. “Your heart beat will be ten per minute, 
except when it is being rested. This center section will control every 
muscle in your body. Electrodes will induce small electrical potentials 
into the muscles which will flex them." 


"How will you activate the internal organs?" John questioned. 


"A week from today Dr. Spencer, our surgeon, will connect platinum 
electrodes to the vital organs. At the same time he will connect tubes 
parallel to these organs so that the Organ-O-Mat may function for the 
different organs of the body while they are resting. We will orientate 
the resting periods so that only one organ rests at a time. While resting 
they will be renewing themselves.” 


John walked over to the large table in the center of the room. “You 
have made very complete preparations, Dr. Swift,” John said as he tested 
the spongy table top. 

"Yes. | have stressed safety throughout the project. The maximum 
voltage that can reach this table, your bed, is one volt. This plastic dome 
overhead will be lowered to maintain your body temperature. Those 
two small speakers, which will be near your head, will introduce new 
knowledge as well as maintain present knowledge in your brain. If this 


weren't done it is possible that your brain would revert-to one of an in- 
fant." 


"|t sounds like you're building a genius," John quipped. 


“That is very close to our expectations, Dr. Bates. ል man of great wis- 
dom and an indefinite life span." The all-night preparations had tired 
him greatly, but Dr. Swift's enthusiasm was high. "Hitler tried to form a 
Super-Race, but he failed because of the methods he used. We will suc- 
ceed because of our scientific methods, and voluntary cooperation. There 
is no chance of failure!" 


"| wish that | could share your over-confidence.” John smiled, but 
only with his lips. 


"Please explain yourself?" Dr. Swift looked concerned. Had he over- 
looked something? “You are a learned man, Dr. Bates. | wish to have 
your opinion.” 


"The concept is perfect. It just seems as if you have overlooked some- 
thing, but | have complete confidence in your judgment." 


"Thank you,” Dr. Swift said with a sigh. "There are a few things 
which must still be done, but they will be completed by the time they are 
needed. You see, since we are starting two weeks ahead of time to 
meet your deadline, we have been pushed for time. Only that machine 
at the end of the room must be completed. |t will monitor your body 
conditions on a running graph. It wouldn't be needed until we begin 
surgery next week. | think | have shown you the major steps of the proj- 
ect. Do you have any more questions, Dr. Bates?" i 


"| don't think so." 


"Good. Then we will go to the conference room. | wish to discuss 
your past and tell you of what we have planned for your future, as Dr. 


` John Bates II.” 


John looked around again at what seemed to be a confusion of tech- 
nicians and test equipment, which would soon settle into a well-coordi- 
nated team. Then he followed Dr. Swift out of the room. 
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John lay on the sponge-covered table. Technicians were applying 
electrodes to his legs, body, fingers; arms, and his shaved head. Re- 
stricting straps kept him from seeing anything except that which he 
could see by moving his eyes. The plastic dome. Wires. White-clad 
technicians. His eyes rested on the clock. Three o'clock. - They would 
begin at four. He had an hour to lie, and think. Talking about his past 
with Dr. Swift had brought back John's feeling of guilt. 


John's thoughts went back to that fateful night that he had planned so 
well. He had told his wife Joan that he was going to Chicago for‘a con- 
ference. “I love you,” he said. -She kissed him on the cheek, and gave 
him a weak smile as he left. He had then gone to a friend and borrowed 
a gun on the pretext that he wanted to do some-target practicing the 
next day. He spent the next few hours.in bars, drinking up courage to do 
that which he felt he. must do. Later, when he arrived at his house a- 


inha dither car was in the driveway and the house was dark. John parked at 


the curb, turned off the lights, and took the gun from the glove-compart- 
ment. Looking at the gun he took a deep breath, let it out in a long sigh, 
and got out of the car. 


They had not heard him enter the house. When John entered the bed- 
room Joan and her lover were in bed together, covered only by a sheet. 
John leveled the Army Forty-Five as the lover jumped up. The shell 
struck him in the chest, throwing him back against the headboard. John 
waited for him to die. Joan's shrieks quieted to hysterical sobs. "1 love 
you, Joan,” said John, as he leveled the gun again taking careful aim, 
this time at his wife/s shaking body. The gun roared again and Joan 
clutched her stomach but didn't cry out. John went to her and took her 
into his arms. “Die! Please die! You're dying too slowly, Joan!" 


He was momentarily brought back to reality by the stab of a hypoder- 
mic needle. “Three-thirty. Only a half hour before they throw the 
switch," John thought. "Straps. Wires. Everything is so quiet. ls this 
the electric chair?” 


John's thoughts went back again. “I love you, Joan. Why have you 
done this to my love?” 


"| think | still love you - even after this!” Then she died in his arms. 


John laid her head on the pillow and covered her with the bloody 
sheet. He wiped the blood from his hands onto his shirt. Then he picked 
up the gun, put the muzzle to his head and pulled the trigger, just as a 
policeman burst into the room. The gun mis-fired. 


The trial had been short. John made a full confession and insisted 
that he had planned what he had done, and that he should be put to 
death for this crime. The verdict was death. 


Here he was. Strapped down. The wires in place. ል voice - it 
sounded like Joan, but he could not see. 


One minute to go before they throw the switch. “My hands are sticky. 
Wipe them.” 


“ls only sweat, sir.” 


John watched the second hand, and said to himself?, “Our Father who 
art in heaven, Hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come. Thy will be 
done —. Ten seconds. God forgive them. They know not what they 
do.” 


“Clack!” 
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Dr. Swift entered his office and slumped into the chair behind his desk. 
He lit a cigarette, leaned back, and watched the smoke swirl towards the 
ceiling. Shutting his eyes, he said aloud to himself, "You were correct, 


Q0 Reba ያዱ 
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Dr. Bates. | have overlooked something. Something very important...... 
“man’s mind and its philosophy.” 


Opening up the project log book, Dr. Swift wrote: 


nn ሙን: በከመ 


mm 


The experiment was started at four o'clock, but the power sup- 
ply for the Function-Controller burned out. The thirty-minute delay 
for repairs caused much confusion so that no one noticed Dr. Bates' 
condition. At four-thirty the project was resumed, but at four-thirty- 
five it was ascertained that Dr. Bates was dead. He had died at 
four o'clock from a heart attack, and could not be revived. 


It is apparent that | have overlooked a personal factor, the con- 
science, for Dr. Bates died from a self-induced heart attack which 
was caused by his overpowering feeling of guilt. Science has done 
much to preserve man, but we must find ways of protecting man 
from himself. 


HIVITMD ጦሥራዝ ሸፕ“. o ዝ orn a nw 


green wind 
john langford 


Green wind night wind sighing through summer nights 
Singing ihrough tangled vines like veins in aged hands | 
Breathing secrets deep as shadowed water 

Crystal dark water where the sun never shines 

Of mossy trees sleeping 

Mossy pools weeping 

Weeping where the sun never shines. 

Tumbled crumbled temple stones secret in the mist light 
Sleeping in the forest where the hands that hewed them sleep 
Dreaming in the forest where dreaming is a holy thing 
By jewel green pools where the sun never shines. 

But the green wind 

The dark wind hushing through shadowed trees 

Hiding in the grey of dusk to hunt the ragged night 
Was born in secret mountains 

Where once | dreamt | walked 


To die in a mist green land that | shall never see. 
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a child stands 


russell chambers 


A child stands 

within 
A child stands 
His eyes are blue = 

his skin is pink 

his hair is blond 
He is a child and he asks, “What is God?” 
“What is God?” 


A child stands 
within 
A child stands 
He [5 small and innocent 
He is small and insignificant 
He knows not what greed or love or worries are 
nor hate nor murder nor-He does not know 
and he asks, “What is Life?" 
“What is Life?" 


A child stands 

within 
A child stands 
His eyes are no longer blue —— but red and swollen 

his blond hair is unruly 

his pretty pink skin is scratched and bleeding 
But he is still ወ child and he asks, “What am 1?” 
“What am 1?” 


values 


patricia shambleau 


Confusion reigns in 

the swirling vortex 

of life. 

Tranquility is lost 

in time and space. 

Time is abundant to 
eternity but to a 
generation ¡ts preciousness 
is wasted. 

Space is infinite and 

| have none. 

God, what turmoil 

we weave into our minds 
and souls-- 

Only to be justified by 
death and return to 


unknown mysteries. 
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new life [በ ellsworth county 
gordon campbell 


The gentle spring rains and the warmth of the rising sun were once 
again bringing rich and abundant life to the dreary windswept hillsides 
and the barren brown meadows stretching southward to merge into the 
distant horizon. And to the north the ugly black woodlots were bursting 
forth giant sprays of green and yellow. How amazingly beautiful, | 
mused aloud, is God's marvelous creation. 


My mind reeled; swiftly my thoughts raced back and were lost in time. 
Suddenly | recall so well that glorious April morning many years ago 
when | was only a lad of seven. It was then for the very first time the 
whole world had seemed to blossom with life and song after an eternity 
of dreary sullen winter. 


It was in those dark winter months that Uncle Randy had left us. | 
heard Pa say he was going to war. | did not know what war was; | 
only knew that boys like Uncle Randy went away to fight and many were 


killed. 


How | missed him! Randy had always lived with Pa and Ma and me. 
He and | slept together in the tiny attic room in the old farm house. Every 
Sunday after church Randy and | went fishing in Basset Lake or hunting 
in the surrounding second-growth pine four miles north of us. But now 


he was gone . . 
4 de we ge de deo oo c 


Pa hitched up old Moll and Queenie, the big sorrel team, now fat and 
sassy after a long easy winter. Having just shed coarsely matted winter 
fur, their dark, satiny hides glistened in the morning frost. When Pa 
thrust the plow into the tough old sod beside the lane, the prancing team 
lunged ahead in the harness; steamy white clouds billowed from their 
flaring nostrils, and the gleaming blade turned the dark damp earth 
smoothly and steadily across the velvety green meadow. |, clad only in 
faded blue jeans, ran behind in the straight deep furrow, the strong rich 
aroma of the newly-turned earth intoxicating me with a joy | have never 
since experienced. Everything was good then — clean and free. 1 felt 
| could leap from the lofty sighing pines and soar like the screaming 
hawk through the wild blue sky. 


Pa had just struck out a new furrow when | saw a young man in an 
army uniform walking in our lane. 


I^" 


"Pal" | cried. “It’s him; Randy's come back!” Blind with tears of joy, 


| raced out to meet him. 


In the next few moments of happy confusion, Ma and Pa rushed out. 
Ma cried openly at the return of her younger brother and Pa joked and 
laughed lustily. Now once again, | thought fleetingly, everything is just 
okay. 


My eyes never left Randy as | listened in fascination to his tales of ad. 
ventures. | was in a state of pure childhood ecstasy as | anticipated our 
roaming the open fields and woods together again, just like we always 


had. But my dreams were suddenly and forever shattered when Randy 
told us he had only a few days to stay—he was going somewhere across 
the ocean, to Germany he said, to fight in the war... 


The days passed swiftly. Randy helped Pa finish the spring plowing 
while | tagged along constantly. Every night after supper when the 
chores were finished, | hoped that he would stay home and tell me again 
of his far-away adventures. But usually he went to the dances at Mac- 
cabee Hall in town and didn't come back till early the next morning. | 
couldn't understand why anyone wanted to dance with girls. But, | 
figured, if Randy liked to, it sure was the thing to do. 


Early one dark, chilly morning Randy left us. Ma cried silently as he 
kissed her farewell. Pa looked sad and helpless while he shook Randy's 
hand and mumbled a few words of encouragement. Then, laughingly, 

- Randy jostled me roughly. " Aw, come on now, Rascal. And you take 
care of your Maw and Paw while I’m gone. Okay? Now let's see that 
big smile of yours." | managed a weak smile, and Randy laughed, "Ah, 
there now, that's my boy.” A shadow of sadness and longing darkened 
his face. “Good-bye, Rascal......good-bye . . ." Swiftly he threw the 
duffel bag to his shoulder and disappeared in early morning blackness. 

| listened to his footsteps fading away in the chilly dawn; 1 heard the 
car door slam and ihe roar of the engine as it raced away. 


The spring rains increased, bringing solemn threats of flood. Finally 
summer came, dry and hot. The luxuriant grass began to wither and 
die. Time was endless, life empty and dull. Once Ma got a letter from 
Randy, just one and then no more. 


A bitter early autumn frost turned the leaves into a fantasy of flaming 
colors. |t was time to go back to school, the little country school a mile 
down the road. | went almost grudgingly but finally managed to learn 
the multiplication tables between spells of day-dreaming. Occasionally 
Miss Belfare, the little gray-haired teacher, grew exasperated with me 
and sent notes home to Pa. 


Winter dragged on but finally loosened its icy grip on the frozen 
countryside, and Spring bloomed radiantly in a myriad of bright wild 
flowers and lush green grass. | had always loved Springtime, but it 
seemed to be different now. |t was as though | had lost some of the 
carefree happiness and blind love of life and beauty every child is en- 
titled to. 


| trudged slowly to school that morning, halfway enjoying the warm 
April shower falling in a foggy mist. Throughout the morning | thought 
of the fun Randy and 1 had had together. "But he'll be home before too 
long and he'll realiy be pleased to see how big I'm getting." 

| was jarred back into reality by the clanging recess bell and the 
stampede of rushing kids out into the now bright sun-drenched school- 
yard. Soon we were all happily absorbed in a reckless game of "Capture 
the Flag.” 


Over the raucous laughter and shrill shouting | heard the old wall 
phone ring in the school. Someone was calling my name. . . Miss 
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Belfare was calling, telling me to run home now. "But it's only ten 
o'clock," | stammered. She didn't answer me and tears flooded her eyes 
as she ran back inside. 


My heart beat wildly. I rushed blindly from the schoolyard. "Some- 
thing terrible has happened! Something......| can feel it.” Sobbing and 
choking hysterically, | ran on. 


| knew why | was being sent home, why Miss Belfare was crying. | 
stopped running and slowly walked on, not wanting to face it, to know 
the utter finality of it. 


Reluctantly | turned in at the maple-lined lane—each side ablaze with 
blue and yellow violets and buttercups and bloodroot. "This is how it 
was when Uncle Randy was here," | thought as the tears filled my eyes 
and swept down my face. 


An ominous white thunderhead in the east dullened and turned black. 
As | reached the yard a few large water droplets began to fall. From 
out of nowhere a strong wind arose and grew into a dark and screaming 
vicious thing. The heavens burst forth with torrents of rain, and evil 
giant spears of lightning flashed over the blackened sky. The low, mur- 
muring sighs of the ancient gnarled pines rose to high pitched whines 
and eerie screams as though they, too, were mourning something forever 
lost. 


E we We ፳ de e 4 SR 


So many years it has been since that one Spring daybreak when all 
the world was young and gay and carefree . . . 


A soft warm breeze tousles my hair, caresses me as | gaze over the 
old abandoned farm—the meadows, the hillsides, the woodlots so gray 
and dreary . . . "But wait; look! The swelling buds, that faint, almost 
invisible tint of green all over.the countryside. No, all is not dead for- 
ever; death is not an eternal thing!" 


All sadness and bitterness leave me, leave me free and clean—free 
and wild as once again victorious life returns to Ellsworth County. 


the big date 


c. brian smith 


Hey man let's cut this 
Wild 
Risque 
Raw 
Vulgar 
Pit and hit the cool spots 


Let's let out the plug and 
Gurgle 
Surgle 
Splurgle 


And gelump to a new main 


Let's hack our beards with 
Aerosol 
Burma Shave 
And mentholated guck 
And slap on the Old Spice 
Aqua Velva 
And Shulton 


Let's cover up our smelly armpits with 
Roll on 
Stick 
Cream 


And spray and then really stink 


Let's put on our old levis 
Dirty sweaters 
Sneakers 


And smelly socks 


Let's go! 
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M as 


With a girl that 
a fellow more than likes, 
There's one way. 
But on a day with the sunshine bright, 
when every stranger is a friend, 
When all about you is a blessing, 
Tell me—how do you hug 


the whole world? 


a question 


robert askew 
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